THE   UNQUIET GRAVE

FAREWELL TO  SAINTE-BEUVE

*Le souvenir est comme une plante qu'il faut avoir
plantee de bonne heure ensemble; sans quoi elle ne
s'enracine pas.'

*Les Heux les plus vantes de la terre sont tristes et
desenchantes lorsqu'on n'y porte plus ses esperances,*

'Quelle que soit la diversite des points de depart les
esprits capables de murir arrivent, plus qu'on ne croit,
aux memes r6sultats; combien de gens meurent avant
d'avoir fait le tour d'eux-memes.'

*Je ne suis completement moi que plume en main et
dans le silence du cabinet.*

A child, left to play alone, says of quite an easy thing,
'Now I am going to do something very difficult'. Soon,
out of vanity, fear and emptiness, he builds up a world
of custom, convention and myth in which everything
must be just so; certain doors are one-way streets,
certain trees sacred, certain paths taboo. Then along
comes a grown-up or a more robust child; they kick
over the imaginary wall, climb the forbidden tree,
regard the difficult as easy and the private world is
destroyed. The instinct to create myth, to colonize
reality with the emotions, remains. The myths become
tyrannies until they are swept away, when we invent
new tyrannies to hide our suddenly perceived nakedness.
Like caddis-worms or like those crabs which dress
themselves with seaweed, we wear belief and custom.

Taoists believe that devotion to anything except Nature
ages them and therefore live simply on hill-sides or
near forests, like the sage whose wants were so few that
when he decided to leave his cottage he found the
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